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was the Chinese strategy and just as sensible strategy perhaps
as it was to dig trenches in the valley while the Russians held
the hills. It was all a little "near-war" in the Far East in 1929.
When a hand crept into my sleeping berth at one o'clock
in the morning, shook me awake and demanded to kn6w
whether I had a gun, it was the biggest thrill that I experi-
enced in this little war. The hand belonged to a lieutenant of
United States Marines, and the captain whose liberty was
seemingly at stake normally commanded a battleship in Chi-
nese waters* He was a long way from salt water.
The lieutenant next rudely awakened William Philip
Simms, foreign editor of the Scripps-Howard newspapers,
who was of the party and with whom I had traveled many
thousand miles in the Far East during the summer. Nor was
Simms armed. But we quickly dressed in yellow-white suits
of Shantung silk, the conventional garb of summer, and away
we went—the lieutenant, Simms and I—to rescue our naval
captain. Just how the rescue was to be managed we had not
yet figured out. Our most immediate danger was that of
waking some of the Chinese sentries and causing them to
sound off at us with their rifles. Three white figures stealing
across railway tracks and through narrow alleys between
huts in single file in the dead of night seemed almost enough
to stir the equanimity even of a Chinese soldier, The lieutenant
was leading. Ten minutes of rapid walking brought us to a
rickety gateway. We entered a small courtyard and then a
decrepit building and went down a low flight of stairs into
what might pass for a tavern. There were chairs and tables.
Here was our captain of the navy. But two Russians were
present. One was a grumpy old man who ran the place. The
other a girl who might have been good looking if it had not
been for a wandering eye. Beside the captain, who was revel-
ing in his captivity, was a young Irishman who normally had

